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appears the seal from this ring which he was wearing on that eventful day, June 28,1919.
We had decided to have a very quiet wedding in my own house with only the two families present. So many of my friends told me: "Oh, you should be married in the White House; it would be so historic," But I told them we preferred simplicity to historic background, and that nothing would induce me to be married there.
That settled, the next thing to decide was the ceremony. I being an Episcopalian, and the President an elder of the Presbyterian Church, it seemed proper for both faiths to be represented. I decided to ask the rector of St Margaret's Church, where I had a pew at that time, and Mr. Wilson's pastor of the Presbyterian Church to share the ceremony prescribed by the Episcopal prayer book. So Dr, Herbert Scott Smith, of St. Margaret's Church, Washington, D.C., and Dr. James H. Taylor, of the Central Presbyterian Church, Washington, D.C., were asked.
I had previously expected a Bishop to perform the ceremony, explaining to him that I could not ask his wife to be present as I was asking no one outside our immediate families, and as she did not live in Washington it would not seem a discourtesy to omit her. He replied that he and she perfectly understood the matter. He was to be my guest at the old Shoreham Hotel, and he was to arrive two days before the date of the wedding. Imagine my surprise and indignation the morning of December i6th to receive a letter from the Bishop stating he and his wife had arrived at the Shoreham where they had found the reservations made for them, and where they were most comfortable; that they were sailing in a few days for England where it would cause his wife "much chagrin to acknowledge to her tided friends that she had not been asked to the marriage of the President where her husband had officiated"; so she had decided to come with him, and would, he felt sure, be welcome at the ceremony.